BLEARY-EYED AND nearly dead with 
fatigue, Tim Cochrane huddled deeper 
) the snow, flexing his hands to keep 
his trigger finger warm. The only diing 
veen him and the ravening wolves out 
e in the darkness was his rifie, and a 
handful of ammunition. 

Perhaps he Had been a fool to attempt 
the trip. Didn't he know as well as any 
,body that 63 trappers had disappeared 
'itbin the last year, apparently victims of 
ome awful menace stalking the frozen 
Alaskan wastes? 

But bow, he wondered. Could all have 
fallen prey to wolves? Impossible, he 
thought, for there were too many ways in 
which cunning men could deal widi the 
brute intelligence of animals. 

But in the last 36 hours Tim had come 
face to face with a wolf pack such as he 
ec dreamed existed. His husky team 
> strong and swift, and for 13 hours had 
outraced the pursuers. Ifchen a wolf got 
30 close, Tim dropped it with a shot. One 
hot, one carcass, wittiout fail. 
Except for a single exception, the 
huge white wolf leading them. 

The first time Tim fired at it he simply 
thought he missed. But there could be no 
doubt about the second shot, which also 
had no effect. So he quickly fired at an- 
other, hoping that die rest would stop to 
3ur it and fight among themselves. 
Such was the way all wolves behaved. But 
not these! For in tiiis pack only a few 
stopped to feed upon a fallen comrade. 
The rest continued the pursuit relentless- 
ly, as if directed by a human brain. 

Tim was alone now, having been forced 
0 abandon his dogs one by one to gain 
ime as his ammunition dwindled. He had 
only six shots left, and there were more 
1 ten wolves remaining. Vhat rotten 
luck, he thought, for now he was close 
enough to a small settlement to reach it 
n foot in a few hours. 
He could see the yellow slits of theic 
cruel eyes gleaming in the darkness, clos- 
ing in on him slo\iiy. It would all be over soon. 
But the wailing gave him precious mo- 



ments in which to think. How was it thathe 
was pursued at all, since he had carefully 
chosen a route which wolv 
traveled? And what about the odier trap- 
pers? Howwas it that 'ffce/ff routes had been 
so well known, too? And what about the 
enormous white wolf, which couldn't 
killed? Could the creature be...supeTnatur- 
til, a human being who could assume the 
shelve of a wolf at will, in short, a were- 
wolf? 

It was a wild gamble, but what did he 
have to lose? Quickly he pulled a silver 
dollar out of his pocket and began tubbing 
it briskly against die head of oneof his re- 
maining bullets, lie rubbed desp.etately, 
knowing that it was his only remaining 
chance for life. For if werewolves actually 
existed, then the legends which said tha 
only silver could kill one might also be 
true. And the legends said further that 
made no difference how much silver pen 
irated a^wetewolf's body. Any particle, i 
matter how small, would cause instant 
neous death. 

The cruel, yellow slitsmoved closer. \ 
waiteduntil they were almost upon him, tfien 
fired die. bullet rubbed with silver straight 
at the huge white wolf. 

A terrible howl split the frozen air. 'Be- 
fore Tim's astonished eyes die creature 
twisted high into the air, bellowing its 
death agonies. And when it crashed to the 
ground, it had become a man.. .whom Tim 
recognized! Iheoiher wolves instantly" fell 
upon their fallen leader, tearing at each 
otherforpossessionot the corpse. Now Tii 
quickly killed three more, leaving the 
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for the settlement scant miles away. 

Weeks later, after he had told his : 
everywhere, those who had said he 
mad began to doubt. For Tim had s 
that the white wolf had actually been 
supernatural form of the owner of the Trap- 
per's Trading Post, a man who knew all the 
trappers' movements. And the doubts lyere 
caused not only by the fact that the disap- 
pearances had stopped abruptly, but be- 
cansethemanwas never seen or heard of again. 
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CLOSE TliE DOOR against the shriek- 
ing wind, reader, and try to drown out 
noaning wail of lost souls abroad in 
/intry night! And now join the rest of 
athered about the warm fire, safe from 
whatever dread phantoms may lurk without! 
Gaze, gaze into the dancing flames, with 
their fateful visions of diings from out of 
the Unknown... ot ghosts, vampires, were- 
wolves! Hhat better time or setting ht 
this, our latest meeting of the Loyal Fans 
of "Adventures Into The Unknown"? 

s good to njeet up with you all again; 
low that we're with friends who'share 
us a fascination for the great and 
teeming' ^wpcma^ard/. As Editors of Amer- 
1 first and greatest magazine of the 
weird arid occult, we can't help but realize 
r good fortune.. .namely, that of earning 
: livelihood from die thing we love best, 
is our sincere hope that our devotion to 
: hobby has paid off in terms of benefit 
jiou... diat is, In the best, most interest- 
; and most exciting supernatural maga- 
le you've ever read! From the beginning, 
this has been our goal, and the eagerness 



/ith. which the reading public has greeted 
ur every issue encourages us in the belief 
hat we're heading in the right din 
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ample. We think you'll get quite a banf 
out of our lead story, "Haunted Hamlet",.. 
■a strange and terror- fraught tale of a 
haunted theatre and a ghost that couldn'i 
"rest! Hien, for an amazing and pulse- 
quickening exploit into the Unknown, 
there's "The Mystery of _ The Marie Ce* 
teste". For eerie dirills such as you've 
never before experienced, "The Cursed 
Crystal" fills the biU. You'll go all out 
for "The Ghost's Revenge", a tensely- 
plotted yarn that packs many a shudder... 
and you'll find a real spine-tingler in 
"'True' Zombies of History"! 

Pi ease.. .won't you let us know what you 
think of this issue.. .and what you'd like to 
see in future issues? Address your letter 
to The Editor, "Adventures Into The Un- 
known".. 45 West 45th Street, New York 
36, N. Y. And here's what some oi 
other readers are saying! 



"Dear Editor:' 

I think 'Adventures Into Ihe Unknown* is far better than any other magazine 
of its type, and that your stories are really out of this world! I practically lived 
'The Eyes of Doom*. 'Keep up the wonderful work! 

-Hazel Wilson, Unadilla. Ga," 

"Dear Editor:- ~ 

•Adventures Into The Unknown' is tops on my list.. .nobody could enjoy it 
more than V I'll always he a fan of your fine magazine! 

"Buddy Floyd, Martanna, Pla," 

"Dear Editor:' 

I I guess I've read every comics book going.. .but never one so great as 'Ad- 
Teomres Into The Unknown', ; / love stories such as 'Flight of The Dead' and 
•The Thing That Lived Again', Keep up your wonderful record! 

■S. Privetle, Baltimore. Md." 

"Dear Editor:- 

My friend and I have read your wonderful comic from issue number fifteen up 
to your latest release, and think that 'Adventures Into The Unknown' is the 
greatest by far! Please.^.how can we get back issues that we've missed? 

—Patrick Tieman. Brooklyn. N. Y." 




CHILL AND THI?ILL TO STRANGE M'iSTERIES FROM BEYOND 
LIFE ITSELF, BROUGHT TO "lOU IN THE STI RISING- 
PAGES OF- A GREAT NEW COMICS MAGAZINE! 
DON'T MISS 
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